THE AMERICAN NOVEL

runs amuck into raving melodrama. The Rev. Sylvester Judd
in 1845 published a novel, Margaret, which Lowell declared
had the soul of Down East in it; but the soul of the book
has not proved immortal. Written to show that the Unitarians
could produce imaginative literature as well as the more ortho-
dox sects, Margaret is badly constructed and it wanders, to-
ward the close, into a region of misty transcendentalisms
where characters and plot are lost; and yet it has genuine
merits in its vivid fidelity to the life of rural Massachusetts
just after the Revolution, in its thorough, loving familiarity
with the New England temper and scene, and in a kind of
spiritual ardor which pervades it throughout* Judge Daniel
Pierce Thompson knew the Vermont frontier as Cooper knew
that of New York. After many struggles with the bitterest
poverty he got to college, studied law, became a prominent
official of his native state, and somewhat accidentally took to
fiction. Of his half dozen novels, which all possess a good
share of honest realism, Locke Amsc/en (1847) gives perhaps
the most truthful record of frontier life, but The Green
Mountain Boys (1839) is the classic of Vermont It is con-
cerned with the struggles of the Vermontcts for independence
first from New York and second from Great Britain; its hero
is the famous Ethan Allen. Thompson had none of Cooper's
poetry and was little concerned with the magic of nature;
he took over most of the tricks of the older novelists and their
stock types and sentiments. But he made little effort to
preach, he could tell a straight story plainly and mpidly, nnd
he touched action with rhetoric in just the proportion needed
to sell fifty printings of the book by 1860 and to make it a
standard book for boys: the most popular romance of the
immediate school of Cooper.

There was a school of Irving, too, which touched the novel
James Kirke Paulding, Irving's friend, had considerable merit
as a novelist, particularly in the matter of comedy, He enjoyed
burlesque and he laughed at what he called Blood-Pudding
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